RENDEZVOUS IN HELL

to face their fatigue, their solitude and their anxieties. To wait for
dawn, to go to sleep in the raw light of early morning, at the hour
when the great majority of human beings are getting up and going to
work, these were essential to them, part of the necessities of their nature.
Masks were scattered all over the furniture. The ball was dead.
All intimate friends, they were talking over the party, at which every-
one had seen everyone, no one had listened to anyone and every-
one had tried to make an epigram, hoping that it would be repeated in
drawing-rooms for the next week. They were discussing the clothes,
who had come with whom, and who had left with whom.

The windows had been closed against the chill of the night.
Augu6renc, the composer, expansive behind the folds of his stomach,
had refused to sit down to the piano, but was enjoying himself eating
sweets and making mischievous remarks.

The Duchesse de Salvimonte was drunk and saying to Ines: "Really,
darling, Pemrose was paying his addresses to your little friend in the
most horrible way."

"Was he indeed? And was he the only one, Lydia?" Ines replied.
Edouard Wilner had drawn the tall, pale, pretty and ingenuous
Madame Boitel to a sofa and was lengthily kneading her hand.

"My dear friend," he said in a hoarse murmur, "you must help me
die,"

"But you've been saying that for five years, Edouard," she replied.
"Yes, but now it's coming true."

Simon Lachaume had been wanting to leave for the last two hours;
but he stayed because of Sylvaine who, merely to exasperate him,
obstinately refused to go, pretending to be interested in the conversation
of the Peruvian diplomat, with his insipid good looks, oily hair, lumin-
ous smile and flaccid cheeks.

"And," thought Simon, "it's probably all because the fool wants to
get something out of me and thinks that by paying court to Sylvaine..."
He despised himself for wasting his time like this.
"I've got a terrible day tomorrow. I shall be dead-tired and there's
my speech to prepare for the party congress. Well, she can get the fool
with his white teeth to take her home and she can go to bed with him
if she wants to, I don't care a damn; there are more important things
in life. .." And yet he stayed on knowing that he and Sylvaine would
go home together as usual and have a more violent, more atrocious,
more sordid and more ridiculous scene than ever; and that it would
end in his smacking her face and the tears without which they could
scarcely now go to bed.

"I no longer love her, but I'm jealous. The sequel to passion
is more pernicious than the disease itself."

And he listened to Lartois developing his favourite paradox about
the Roman decadence.
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